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My companions, however, were in no hurry
to move. They discussed, among other things,
Hull, and its unfortunate system of sanitation.
While this gossip, which was explicit with ex-
uberant detail, was engaging us, I summoned my
scientific mind, which is not connected with my
soul, to listen to what was being said, and the rest
of me was deaf. They went on to tell each other
about other trawlers and other crews. Other ships
and men, I heard, had most of the luck. " The
fish follow some of 'em about," complained the
skipper. " I should like to know how it's done."

" They ought to follow us," replied the second
engineer. " When I went down to take over this
morning, Mac was singing Scotch songs. What
more could we do below ? "

" It's a grand life," nodded his superior's
polished bald head. " Aye, there's guid reason
for singing. Sing to yon codfish, y'ken."

The skipper looked at the engineer in doubtful
innocence. " Well, I wish singing would do it,"
he said gravely. " I don't know. How do you
account for some fellows getting most of the luck ?
Their ships are the same, and they don't know
any more."